What was first thought to be a fluke of the weather became an unseasonably mild February; snowmelt be 
jeweled the fields and flowers with glassy droplets, shining and swaying along the balmy breeze of a fifty 
-degree day. With the weather cleared up so soon, the outdoor sports teams at Eager Meadows All-Girls 
School could get out on the field weeks earlier than they usually might! Chief among these teams were t 
he Tireless Tigers, the school’s renowned soccer squad, spearheaded by their remorseless striker, the q 
ueen bee herself: Luna, who - of course - had been elected position of team captain. Under her powerful 
presence and strict conditioning regimen, this year’s team looked to be the fiercest Eager Meadows had 
ever unleashed! Or, at least, that was the plan... provided no sort of unbearable humiliation befell the de 
ar captain... 


As she spotted the soccer team begin trickling out from the school doors towards the activity field, wheeli 
ng out the team’s vinyl-sided cart full of soccer balls, there was a part of Hannah that was glad the other 
schemes so far had failed. Well, not like, actually... after burning through half a semester’s worth of ideas 

in the span of six weeks, she was no closer to regaining her spot at the top... and she still couldn't sit co 
mfortably... But still, there was a delightful poetry to this plan being the one to finally take Luna down, it 
being - at least in part - the original coup de grace! 


Last semester, Hannah had put to action her first real attempt at taking down Luna, a plan involving a de 
vious little concoction cooked up by that savant goth, Claire: a liquid solution which could dissolve clothin 
g without harming the wearer. Unfortunately for Hannah, the plan went poorly, rendering basically every 

one on the cheer squad who *wasn’t* Luna naked in front of a whole pep rally... Hannah included... Still, 

though, it proved the solution’s effectiveness, and in the months since, Claire had been tinkering with it f 

urther, to increase the rate of dissolution! And so the solution played a role in plenty of Hannah’s plans t 

0 topple the queen bee, though nothing up to that point had worked out. She’d tried to have it so the fire s 
prinkler directly above Luna’s locker was rigged to dump the ooze right on top of her, but Claire - of cour 
se - broke something while hooking it up, getting the two of them drenched and forcing them to streak as 

fast as possible to the locker room before anyone saw them running around au natural. Hell, she’d gone 

as simple as ambushing Luna with a spray bottle full of the stuff... only to discover too late that the soluti 

on was just a *little* too thick for the bottle to spritz out... needless to say her ass was spanked until it w 

as crimson for that... But Hannah had a better feeling about this new plan, the perfect mix of unpredictabl 
e and effective, and, thanks to break in the weather, she could put it in action way ahead of schedule! 


The original concept was quite grand indeed: utilizing the soccer field’s sprinkler system to douse the wh 

ole team in nudie-goo! However, with outdoor practice kicking off earlier than usual - and Hannah’s dem 

and likewise bumped up in the schedule - Claire had to expedite the process of synthesizing the solution, 
resulting ina significantly reduced amount for use. Rather than an entire field’s worth, Hannah would on 
ly have a few specially-designed, single-use sprinklers at her disposal, artfully set up at key locations on t 
he field. Couldn’t be simple, but Hannah wasn’t too miffed, truthfully; were it so Luna and only Luna got | 
eft stark naked on the field instead of the entire team, the embarrassment would be WAY worse! But it di 

d mean accuracy was a concern. Of course, Claire had an overcomplicated solution. 


Claire went on and on - God, it was like half an hour about it! - about ‘magnetism’ and ‘homing signals’ an 
d all the intricate systems in place which enabled the only part Hannah really cared about: flip a switch, a 
nd a specially-designed soccer ball gets automatically drawn to certain spots on the field, certain spots w 
hich would put whoever was in possession of the ball in the perfect spot to get blasted! From her hiding 
spot under the bleachers, Hannah deviously cradled the trick ball, its hexagons a telltale purple to disting 
uish it from the others’ generic black and white pattern. If she shook it gently, she could hear a faint roll i 
nside, like a second, heavier ball hidden within. Again, whatever techy mumbo-jumbo was inside was lost 
on her; all that mattered is that this would put Luna in the perfect positions to get soaked with the strippi 
ng solution! 


As the team fanned out on the field for warm-up laps and stretches, Hannah gave a last-minute study on 
the remote Claire had left for her, half-glad and half-mad the goth wasn’t here to take the controls, instea 
d paying her dues in detention. On the one hand, there’d be no hyperactive nerves making things worse 
- Hannah could be sure that everything done was exact and intentional. But on the other hand, while Clai 
re could be a real idiot, she was also a one-of-a-kind idiot - no one knew her tech better than her. Hanna 
h didn’t doubt that the veritable labyrinth of switches, sparking diodes, and pressure toggles were like as 
econd language to that ditzy dork, but even with the “helpful” cheat sheet Claire’d left, Hannah was still h 
aving trouble knowing what to hit to make the right things happen. Didn’t help that despite the sunshine, t 
he shade under the bleachers was surprisingly dark... Hannah shivered in the shadows, wishing she’d w 
orn more than some plain gray sweatpants and a white tee, all the while squinting at the goth’s barely-leg 
ible notes. Gah! Why could that dumbass just keep things simple?! 


Bit by bit, practice dragged on, as the team moved from warm-ups to conditioning drills, then from drills t 
oO more stretches. As she cooly paced before the team, barking orders and counting off, ‘Captain’ Luna c 
ame tantalizingly close to the edges of the field! While for practicality most girls had their hair pulled back 
in ponytails, Luna’s was untouched from her usual style of smooth waves darkly tumbling down her sho 
ulders. God, too full of herself to even pull her hair back! More than once, Hannah had to stop herself fro 
m jumping the gun and taking a pot shot. Patience, she chided herself, as she cradled her little round ac 
e-in-the-hole. She’d already gone through too many backfires - let this be the one that goes off without a 
hitch! 


Eventually, a simple drill began, involving running down the field and back again, first just to center field, 
then all the way across. As the team began the full-field run, once all the girls had turned their backs, Ha 
nnah surreptitiously slunk out from her hiding spot to quickly roll the ball out towards the field, it coming t 
o rest a few feet in front of the ball cart. Claire had offered some cockamamie scheme to get rid of the wh 
ole cart to ensure theirs was the only ball to use, something about a magnet to pull the cart down the hill, 
but Hannah had rightly shooed her off. Simplicity was a virtue, and she knew that all they’d need is pure 
convenience. Sure enough, after the drill, it was voted by the team to strike up a practice match - since t 
hey had an early start and could indulge a little frivolity, Luna agreed - and when one of the girls skipped 
over to grab a ball for the match, they plucked up the trick ball without hesitation and promptly punted it c 
enter-field. Hannah celebrated quietly - phase one, complete! Now for phase two... 


Of course, Hannah didn’t act right away, letting the match go on juuuust enough that no one would be su 
spicious. While the weight was definitely off, no one seemed to notice Hannah’s trick ball as anything oth 

er than a normal soccer ball. She considered maybe just teasing one of the spots to bring the ball toward 
s Luna, but withheld. Patience, Hannah repeated in her mind. Patience. And so for a while she simply wa 
tched the match, as the ball flew up and down the field, as players laughingly intercepted one another an 
d went for ridiculously far shots on goal. Mostly, however, she watched Luna. The ‘team captain’ mostly k 
ept on the outer fringe of the scrum, occasionally tossing out an order to ‘keep steady’ or ‘use the inside 

of your foot.’ Enjoy it, Hannah came close to saying aloud. In a minute, you’re gonna get laughed off this 

field! 


Finally, a window of opportunity opened! Sally took possession of the ball and began dribbling up center- 
field. Too many players bore down in front of her for a clean shot on goal, but guess who was ready for p 
ass near the out-of-bounds line? Eagerly, Hannah held up the remote, watching intensely for the exact 
moment the ball left Sally’s foot... As soon as she swung her foot out, Hannah flicked the switch! Though 
Sally’s pass went a bit wide, the ball homing in on the spot compensated, sending the ball spinning perf 
ectly in Luna’s direction! The queen bee widened her stance, ready to receive... Payback time! Quickly, 
Hannah jabbed the sprinkler switch... 


...only to watch as Luna deftly caught the ball with the inside of her foot and began dribbling towards the 
goal. 


Hannah stopped mid-celebration and frowned. What? The remote clearly said it went off! What the hell, Cl 
aire... 


Focused as she’d been on the team captain, however, Hannah totally missed what happened on the opp 
osite side of the field, wnere defender Kelsey had been standing on the sideline with a bend in her knees, 
ready to pounce after the ball should it come her way, her stance opening her legs just wide enough to 
give the sprinkler she hadn’t noticed right behind her a clear shot! SPLASH! “GWOHH!” Kelsey squealed 
as the sprinkler hit right up her skirt! “Ah!” Bouncing in place, Kelsey sidled out of bounds with her hands 
beneath her skirt, her eyes widening as her undies, reduced to a sopping-wet ring of elastic, slipped dow 
n her legs! “Eep!” One hand over her skirt, the other scooping up the wet, still-dissolving remains of her 
underwear, Kelsey ran off the field. It was only then that Hannah saw her, catching a flash of her tanned 
backside beneath her flapping skirt! A couple other players noticed Kelsey too and called after her, but n 
0 one followed, and the game continued. 


Bewildered, Hannah scrutinized the remote. How the hell had the one near Luna not gone off... oh for G 
od’s sake, was the screen flipped horizontally?! It took a *phenomenal* amount of willpower for Hannah t 
o not scream her lungs out! That stupid goth IDIOT! With a great deal of effort, Hannah eventually calme 
d herself. Whatever, so it’s the other way around - Kelsey just proved it worked, and no one seemed awa 
re of why exactly she’d sped off, so Hannah just had to adjust and stick the course. She still had plenty o 
f chances to soak Luna... 


It didn’t seem as though anyone noticed the sprinkler going off, but Hannah still waited an extra minute or 
so to be sure what happened to Kelsey was out of everyone’s minds. Before long, the game was back o 
n at normal tempo, if it ever even dropped, and Hannah double-checked to ensure this time that she’d fir 
e the right sprinkler. As Luna’s team shifted to defense, the queen bee continued hanging by the outer e 
dge of the field, either judging her players from afar or waiting for an opportunity to break in - hard to tell 
with her. Lauren was taking the ball upfield, but was clearly getting ready to pass the ball to Jane, who w 
as getting in position for a shot on goal - but Hannah wasn't going to let that happen! As the ball left Laur 
en’s foot, Hannah flipped the next switch, and immediately the ball listed to the right, well away from whe 
re Jane waited... instead going right for Luna! Noticing the changing direction, Luna stepped more to her 
left, ready to receive what she figured was a pass. Carefully, patiently, making sure the shot was sure, H 
annah finally fired the sprinkler! 


But she’d hesitated too long! As Hannah flipped the command, Luna had darted forward to intercept the 
ball early, and within seconds was almost center-field! Hannah tried last second to course-correct, but th 
e sprinklers shot came too late, a single spurt which arced far behind Luna and the other players... 


...and nailed Emma in the back! 


“AH! What the HELL?!” Emma wheeled around with her arms groping at the empty air behind herself, try 
ing to feel for whatever just splattered all over the back of her shirt! 


Recognizing the voice, Hannah straightened so fast she nearly banged her forehead on the bleachers! 


Was that Emma? Since when did that brat play sports?! Was she on the team last year? Hannah frowne 

d, suddenly unsure. She realized she didn’t have any idea what Emma did or didn’t do on her own - she j 
ust kinda figured with a bank account like hers, exertion would be too passé. Regardless, it was clearly h 
er on the field, shouting and cursing and inadvertently drawing attention to herself. 


Emma frowned and looked around, confused. “What? What happened? Who did that?” She’d assumed s 
omeone had crept up behind her and sprayed their water bottle on her for a laugh, but as the stitching ar 
ound her shoulders loosened, she realized that wasn’t the case! “Wh-what?! My shirt?!” Emma squealed 
as her sleeves slipped down and off her arms, and the back of her shirt sloughed right off her body! “Agh 
!” Before Emma could react and grab the front of her shirt, the fabric peeled off her chest and fell ina us 
eless puddle at her feet, leaving Emma shirtless save for her frilly white bra! 


Immediately, the game ground to a halt, as a circle of laughing and jeering formed around Emma! “You k 
now, this isn’t how streaking works!” “Nice rack, cutie! Getting bigger by the day!” 


Emma _ spun around, not so much embarrassed as trying to figure out what happened! “N-no, this isn’t m 

e! Someone... who did this? My shirt!” She looked for anyone holding a water bottle or anything but foun 

d nothing! Worse yet, as her soaked ponytail clung to her wet back, the solution kept seeping through he 
r bra strap, until the clasp came undone with a pleasant pop! “Ah!” Emma yelped and hurriedly crossed h 

er arms over her chest to catch her bra before it slipped off her chest! Laughter got louder around her, as 
some players rushed to their bags to grab their phones! Cowering under the confusion, Emma cried out, 

“Whoever did this, you suck, you know that?” That bit of fire only brought the catcalls on louder! 


Finally, the team captain broke up the ruckus. Given Luna’s predilection for performative humiliation, som 
e girls - Hannah included - almost figured she was coming to take off whatever Emma clothes had left. T 
here was no thrill in it, however, following up on someone else’s play, and so, with a terse flick of her wris 
t, Luna motioned that Emma be benched. Amid the sea of ensuing jeers and catcalls, Emma stormed ac 
ross the field in a confused, red-faced huff. As she walked, she agitatedly ran her fingers through her soa 
ked cherry locks, realizing with a groan that she’d lost the scrunchie holding her ponytail too... come on 
... Reaching the bleachers, she was about to spin around and take a seat, however, when suddenly she 
halted and turned around, with her eyes locked dead onto Hannah's! 


Hannah froze with a sense like vertigo, like she’d been looking through a window and it suddenly broke a 
part. In retrospect, she shouldn’t have been *that* surprised that Emma would notice her there - after alll, i 
t was the exact same spot they used to hide when they pulled pranks on Candice during gym class, like t 
he time they'd slipped Mr. Wiggles into her bra before a flag football scrimmage, or when they’d snagged 

her gym shorts with fishing line (on a day they’d known she’d be going commando, naturally) and yanke 

d so hard the shorts flew right off Candice’s legs and she’d fallen fall bubble-butt-first into the mud! Great 

times... Where did *that* Emma go? That Emma knew her place, and she’d even be halfway useful once 
in a blue moon. Now she was one of the dorks... 


Hannah didn’t say anything, didn’t even move, as she watched the pieces come together in Emma’s hea 
d - the familiar dissolution of her shirt, the way Kelsey had run off. It wasn’t like Hannah going after Luna 
was some big secret these days, at least among the students; it was pretty easy to suss out the blonde’s 
gambit. Once she had duly sussed out, Emma _ returned Hannah's impassive stare, and a tension like a ti 
ghtrope went taut between them. Hannah lifted her chin and grimaced. There were no good feelings left 
between the two; if it’s what she wanted, there was nothing stopping Emma from turning around and holl 
ering about Hannah hiding there, and anything Hannah might say would only make that event more likel 
y. At the same time, though, Emma wasn't her target - Luna was, and she knew Emma knew that, and sh 


e also knew that Emma knew firsthand what happens to people who get in Hannah’s way. And so an ent 
ire silent conversation between the two played out, the two poised like alley cats with upraised tails, waiti 
ng for the other to make the first move. 


Finally, Emma just rolled her eyes and took a seat on the bleachers, arms folded over her nearly-bare ch 
est. Hannah hesitated a moment, before returning her attention to the field. An uneasy truce, then. Or m 
aybe Emma just figured she’d fail again and wanted a front row seat. Well, just you wait, Little Red Cryba 
by! As soon as the queen bee goes down, it'll be your ass up next... 


Within a minute, the game picked back up - in the meantime, Hannah studied the remote again, reaffirmi 
ng that she had all remaining sprinkler locations committed to memory. After letting the game go on a littl 
e longer, Hannah saw an opportunity opening, as Luna began sidling to the sideline to take a better posit 
ion to defend. Another magnetic spot was maybe twenty yards down the line, and, as Hannah suspected, 
Luna rushed in to take possession of the ball! She was taking it a little too far center-field, however, so 
Hannah flicked the homing signal on a little early, causing the ball to list back along the sideline. If Luna n 
oticed any foul play she didn’t let on, as she chased the ball down the sideline... steady... steady... NO 
W! Hannah pressed the button, but even though Luna seemed to be barely two feet away from the sprink 
ler head, Hannah again underestimated the time it took for the sprinkler to activate and launch its stream 
of solution - once it’d shot its spray, Luna had already sent the ball sailing down the field with a mighty ki 
ck and gone after it, the water making a lovely arch in the air before splattering into an empty patch of fie 
ld! 


Hannah grumbled at her third miss in a row. In front of her, Emma leaned forward slightly and wiggled in 
her seat, an innocuous move to any passerby, but Hannah knew damn well it was the brat subtly tauntin 
g her, mockingly wiggling her ass as discreetly as possible. Hannah had half a mind to teach that snob so 
me manners, nearly reaching to snag the redhead’s broken bra before she stopped herself, lest the redh 
ead squeal and blow her cover. So Hannah just exhaled the breath she hadn’t even registered holding an 
d shimmied for a better view. Still plenty of shots left... 


Unfortunately, spray after spray, Hannah kept missing! The next time Hannah didn’t waste a single seco 
nd in firing the sprinkler, but Luna crossed the ball around the defender in such a way that they were the 
one hit instead, their side getting plastered and causing the left side of their uniform to melt away, quite li 
terally leaving them half-naked on the field, with a single boob and cheek revealed! Another time, Luna w 
as coming at the sprinkler dead-on, yet decided to perform an extremely unnecessary slide-tackle to inte 
rcept a rushing striker, sliding cleat-first into the sprinkler! The sprinkler head snapped back and the wate 
rit shot arced WAY too high, sailing all the way down the field to splash an unaware Polly right on the bu 
tt! Hannah watched those ample cheeks jiggle off the field with her teeth gritted so hard she felt like she 
might chip a tooth! If they hadn’t before, the other players had definitely noticed the sprinklers going off b 
y then, but most just chalked it up to some glitch or quirk from having to turn them on so early - no one w 
as making the connection between the water and the players mysteriously losing parts of their uniforms! 
Shot after shot, amount of solution left dwindling by the minute, nothing was lining up, and Hannah had a 
pissy little redhead rubbing it in her face at every chance! And yet, annoying as it was, Hannah was yet t 
o feel defeated. Why? Because there was one perfectly infallible part of the plan: Luna herself. She’s like 
a big cat, always playing with her food - even if she let off a bit to give the others a chance, even in a pra 
ctice game she won't give up the opportunity to let everyone else know why she thinks she deserves to b 
e at the top! 


Sure enough, as five minutes left was called, Hannah could sense a switch flip in Luna. Sure enough, he 
r witchfire eyes glinted brighter, her feet moved faster, and before so much as you could blink, the ball wa 
s in her possession. Hannah grinned so wide she thought her face might split in half! This was perfect! If 


Hannah could lure Luna to this final spot, there’d be two sprinklers aimed right at her! With the both of the 
m going off, Luna’d be positively drenched, and not a stitch would stay on her! All she needed was for Lu 
na to stand still for a second, just one second, and all these months of work would finally pay off! That po 
mpous bitch’s gonna be butt-freaking-naked in front of everyone, and it’s gonna be her own damn fault! 
Priceless! 


While the defenders managed best they could, they could only barely; with grace and aplomb Luna seare 
d across the field like a dynamo! Even when possession of the ball turned over to the other side, not eve 
n ten seconds passed before Luna regained it and raced back up the field for another shot! If anything, s 

he was outpacing her own team more than the enemy! Luna’d make these rapid passes or cross-field se 
t-ups, but they happened so fast and so powerfully that whenever a teammate tried to kick it back, the bal 
| went way wide in random directions! Eventually, though, they adjusted to the more competitive attitude! 
As Luna dribbled the ball up from her team’s side, she made a strong pass over to Greta - though the sh 
ot wasn’t clear, with three or more defenders in between, Greta went for style points and sent the ball sk 
yward with a beautiful pop up, taking it over the defense to where Luna was racing to receive, poised for t 
he winning shot! 


Hannah beamed and flicked the final switch on the remote with relish, watching as the airborne ball bega 

n listing ever so slightly to the right, homing in on its invisible magnet, bringing Luna towards the proverbi 
al X marking the spot! Within seconds, Luna was there, stance widening, waiting for the ball to come low 

enough that she could sink it into the net with style! The sprinklers were primed, and she was none the w 
iser! It was perfect... and Emma knew it too. 


Hannah could sense something wrong, like something in the wind. Leerily, she peered over at Emma, to 
find the redhead glancing over her shoulder with an unsettling gleam in her eyes. Emma’s gaze then slid 
back over the field, in the direction of the goal - more accurately, in the direction of the remaining sprinkl 
ers. Then she side-eyed Hannah once more with an impish smirk. 


Hannah froze. She wouldn't. All the pieces were in place - Luna was seconds away from being totally bar 
e-assed on the field! Hannah eyed Emma coldly, wordlessly threatening the redhead. There could be as 
pot for her at the top again - Hannah could give her that chance. It was as simple as sitting still and letting 
this happen. If she screwed this up for Hannah... if there was even a single board of the bridge left unbu 
rned, there wouldn't be after that. Let his happen... you little punk, you sit there... 


With the slightest raise of her brow, Emma leapt off the bench and raced onto the field! 


Hannah's eyes went wide with fury! She wouldn’t dare! Hannah very nearly ran out from behind the blea 
chers to tackle the redhead herself, but by the time she thought to, it was already too late! No, NO! Imme 
diately, Hannah scrambled for the ‘fire’ command on the remote and slammed it, but by the time she did, 
the redhead had already raced halfway across the field, her unclasped bra jostling off and on her chest a 
s she ran! 


As _ the redhead rushed across the field and through throngs of confused players, Luna’s attention snapp 
ed from the incoming ball to the half-naked redhead sprinting at her at top speed! Bemused, Luna backed 

away as Emma leapt in front of her just as the sprinklers fired! The final two streams struck Emma full-fo 
rce, soaking her to the bone in a second flat! 


“NO!” Hannah couldn't suppress her scream! Thankfully, it seemed lost in the noise, as the game slowly 
wound to a standstill, all the players gathering around Emma. Through the crowd and from behind matte 
d strands of deep-red hair, Emma fired a smug smirk in Hannah’s direction, before her gaze slipped dow 
n to her own body, as _ the solution began its work. 


Immediately as the water hit her, what little remained of the redhead’s bra disintegrated, the straps finally 
sliding off her shoulders and the cups detaching mid-fall, until the entire undergarment was a heap in the 
grass. As if a race, her skirt fell to pieces at the same rate, the elastic around her waist snapping and th 

e skirt plummeting down her legs to land wetly around her ankles, leaving her in a pair of white panties so 
soaked-through that everyone could see right through to her private parts beneath. A moment later, how 
ever, and they didn’t even need to try - within seconds the thin fabric dissolved and the panties followed t 
he bra in falling down Emma’s body and into the melted puddle of fabric around her feet! 


And there Emma stood: soaking wet from head to toe, sun glistening in the droplets beaded across her p 
erky bosom and along the fuzz between her legs, in broad daylight in front of everyone, completely, totall 
y, utterly... naked! 


A stunned, bewildered silence soon broke into a chorus of laughter and catcalls. “Goddamn, Emma, can’t 

keep your clothes on for one second?” “Now THAT’s how you streak!” “Holy shit, she’s an even bigger e 
xhibitionist than Candice! When’d she even strip?!” “I’m not complaining: never get tired of seeing that str 
awberry shortcake out and wiggling about!” 


Contrary to everyone’s expectation, however, Emma didn't freak out. She didn’t squeal, she didn’t beg for 
no pictures. In fact, she didn’t cover her nudity at all! Though pink cheeks belied some embarrassment, 
Emma beamed and jogged over to where the ball had rolled to rest in front of the goal, her bare bosoms 
slapping up and down as she moved. “Why’re we just standing here? Come on!” she called over her sho 
ulder. “Game’s not over yet!” Kneeling down to scoop up the ball, Emma tauntingly shook her bare ass, b 
efore turning around and punting the ball back down the field! After another shake - and a cheeky smack 
!- Emma streaked back down the field after the ball! 


Naturally, the rest of the team was well and truly stumped. They expected a few things, but definitely not 
that reaction! Some girls kept weakly laughing in uncertainty, but Emma’s embracing of her nudity really 
slammed the brakes on the mood. Without any other clear course to take, the rest of the team simply cha 
sed after Emma and resumed the game! If anything, before long, they were whooping it up even louder th 
an before! 


Meanwhile, under the bleachers, Hannah’s rage was mounting like a volcano close to eruption! That sm 
army little bitch! Going out of her way just to ruin Hannah's plot! Well, two could play at that game! Quickl 
y, Hannah pulled out her phone and started recording a video, zooming in on the streaking redhead as s 
he laughingly nailed a shot on goal and celebrated by bending over and grabbing her ankles, blinding the 
rest of the team with as full a moon as they came! Let’s see if Waxley finds it just as funny, seeing Little 
Miss Nudist shirking parole! A few seconds of filming in, however, and Hannah realized something that te 
nsed her up all over. This wasn’t the full team on the field... 


The thought had barely passed Hannah’s brain when suddenly a long shadow blotted out her shot: on th 
e other side of the bleachers, green eyes glinting in the shade, Luna stared directly at Hannah! 


“Ah! C-c-crap!” Stumbling backwards, fumbling her phone out of her hands, Hannah turned and _ sprinted 
away from the bleachers! She'd just barely breached the sunlight, however, when she found herself runni 
ng smack into the queen bee herself! 


“Tsk, tsk, tsk.” Luna clucked her tongue as she planted a heavy hand on Hannah’s shivering shoulder. “Si 
lly girl, this is a closed practice. Although...” Arching a brow, with a brusque tug Luna forced Hannah to a 
bout-face back in the direction of the rest of the team, whooping and cheering! One or two of the girls eve 
n looked like they'd joined Emma on the ’skins’ team! “Seems like practice has gone off the rails.” Fightin 
g the fear, Hannah peered over the shoulder as Luna pursed her lips, her face overtaken by a calculating 
expression. “Shame. | don’t begrudge them a little fun, but | had a few drills in mind.” Her brow arched e 
ven higher. “Why don’t you help me out?” 


“|-.... l-“ Hannah stammered, racking her brain for some clever retort, but before she could so much as m 
utter one, Luna’s grip darted from her shoulder to the back of her pants! With a single deft movement, Lu 
na’s hands gripped the sides of Hannah’s sweatpants and jerked downward, bringing her pants around h 
er ankles! “Gah!” 


Embarrassed, Hannah stooped to reclaim her dropped sweatpants, but was stopped by Luna planting he 
r foot right in the middle of them, keeping them on the ground. The queen bee clucked her tongue again, 
but at a different inflection this time, almost admiringly. “My my, what's this? Doubling up? Uncharacterist 
ic, tart!” 


Knees buckling, Hannah blanched. With how rough Luna had been on her lately, all her thongs were eith 
er snapped apart or stretched beyond being able to hug her hips! All she had left to use as underwear w 
asn’'t even underwear - it was the bottom half of a gymnastics uniform she had from freshman year! Brigh 
t purple lycra and a size small by then, they hugged Hannah's cheeks tantalizingly tightly! Mortified that L 
una of all people would see her stooping to replacement underwear, Hannah tried to cut her losses and r 
un out of her dropped sweatpants and just get away. Luna was quick to react, however, immediately lung 
ing out a hand and grabbing the back of Hannah's shorts! 


“Come now,” Luna cooed as she abruptly jerked Hannah back a few steps, the blonde impotently simmer 
ing as she felt Luna’s gaze exploring both the shorts and what could be seen of the booty from which the 
y were being tugged away. “No third layer? Boo. Anyhow, it’s an elegant gambit, really. And quite the pla 
ything.” Barely had the words left her tongue that Hannah’s insides ran cold, and Luna yanked upwards! 


“GAH!” Hannah's whole lower body seized as Luna hoisted her makeshift underwear hard, so hard her fe 
et left the ground! “BWAH! OH!” Hannah gasped and feebly kicked as Luna pulled harder and bounced h 
er up and down, forcing the fabric inch after inch deeper up Hannah's crotch and ass crack! “GWAH! Wh 
y, you- BIAHH!” With the stretchiness of the gymnastic shorts, within a few tugs they were practically stri 
ng between Hannah's legs! Luna pulled so hard, it was like her pussy was being split in half! 


Luna, on the other hand, almost seemed to be studying. “Pliable,” Luna mused, admiring her captive’s b 
ountiful butt cheeks jiggling as she stretched the fabric deeper between. “Hmmm...” A devious smirk lifte 
d the corner of her lips. 


Hannah’s whole body went numb! “What... what are you-“ Before she could so much as finish her thoug 
ht, however, Luna reached around her front and cupped the whole of her hand between Hannah’s legs! R 


eluctant tingles spiraled through Hannah's whole body! “WHA?! Wha- what do you thEEEEEEEEEK!” Lu 
na cut off Hannah’s feeble protest with another hard tug of her shorts, digging another inch up her soft s 
pots! “H-hey! P-put me- put me down!” Hannah swore and thrashed around to free herself from Luna’s gr 
asp, but her protests went ignored, as Luna began carrying her captive off the field! 


Strong hand firmly clasped over her privates, tugging her undies when she got too ornery, Luna brought 
Hannah to a smaller practice pitch just down the hill from the main field. It was hardly a proper pitch at all 
- all it was was a five-yard square with a soccer net. It was to that net that Luna brought her squirming vi 
ctim! 


“Mmmph!” Hannah tried elbowing and swatting at Luna to get her to let go, but Luna dodged every swipe 
, and with Hannah’s compromised position, they'd have no power in the first place! Fighting back being fu 
tile, Hannah clawed at her crotch to try relieving some of the tension, only to recognize where she was b 
eing taken. “H-hey! What’re- HEY!” Holding Hannah steady with a hard grip between the legs, Luna stretc 
hed the shorts up further and further, every tug sending the spandex an inch deeper and raising Hannah’ 
S squeals an octave! “Ahhh! EEE!” Hannah's lips were split actual inches apart beneath Luna’s palm! Lun 
a pulled until the shorts stretched over Hannah’s head! Carefully, remarkably steady despite Hannah's fe 
eble thrashing, Luna worked the waistband over the top post of the goal, threading it through until it was 
all the way over! “GUH! GAH!” Hannah panted as her struggles only made the spandex saw deeper into 
her privates, and as Luna kept pulling the waistband over the top of the goal, like a pulley ratcheting Han 
nah higher off the ground! “AH! GAH!” Hannah hung suspended by her shorts, flailing and gasping faster 
as Luna kept pulling the waistband over the top of the goal, until Hannah could see it above her head ag 
ain! “W-what- what are you DOINGGGGGGGG!” Hannah yelped is as much pain as she did rage, as Lu 
na yanked the waistband of her shorts down over the blushing blonde’s face entirely, hooking them under 
the bottom of Hannah's chin! She stepped back and admired her work: Hannah strung up by her stretchy 

shorts over the top of the goal in a wedgie more atomic than anything she’d ever experienced! The brigh 
t purple spandex was stretched so thin between Hannah's lower lips and between her plump, quivering a 
ss cheeks, it was almost a whole shade lighter! 


“Grahhh!” Hannah's roar of rage was muffled by her own shorts! “You’re dead, bitch! When | get my hand 
s on you-“ 


“Oh, Luna interrupted. “Look who found their fight... conveniently after | got out of arm’s reach.” Blinded 

by her own bottoms, Hannah could barely hear Luna pacing about a foot behind her aching, barely-cover 
ed butt! She kicked out, but by then Luna had backed further away. Hannah almost swore she heard so 

mething else, too, like... squeaking wheels? “Really, | should be thanking you, tart,” Luna finally continue 
d, sounding further away. “I’ve been looking to practice my penalty shots!” 


Penalty shots?! Hannah pedaled her feet and got nowhere fast. “I- | mean it! Lay another hand on me, an 
d I'll-“ 


PWAANK! 


“GAH!” Hannah let out a strangled scream as a soccer ball collided hard with her butt! The impact set he 
r rocking and twisting, kicking her legs as her shorts bit deeper up her backside! 


Between the stinging between her legs and the blood rushing through her temples, Hannah barely heard 


Luna’s haughty victory. “Ha! Right on target! Of course, it’s a pretty generous target.” Hannah’s face bur 
ned so hot she thought her anger alone might burn through the atomic wedgie! Before she could yell out 
a threatening response, another soccer ball ricocheted off her ass! And another! Another! 


“AGH! GAH!” Like a hail of cannon fire, Hannah’s behind was struck over and over! Luna’s accuracy was 
impeccable, sending soccer ball after soccer ball hurtling smack-dab into Hannah’s derriere! PWANK! S 
PONK! BAAANK! “OW! GAH! NO!” Hannah's howls just barely drowned out the sound of rubbery plastic 
striking her backside over and over, every impact rocking her back and forth and causing the shorts diggi 
ng up her sensitive spots to burrow even deeper between! Between her cheeks, between her legs, it was 
like she was getting split in half from the bottom on up! And Luna kept taking shots and hitting home! BW 
ONK! PAHNK! 


“Gah... s-stop... please...” Hannah’s ass stung and her crotch throbbed so badly that she didn’t even rea 
lize Luna was done taking penalty shots until she spoke, suddenly appearing a mere few feet behind her 
! 


“| do so enjoy our time together, my sweet pet,” Luna mused with overdone misery, “but practice is nearly 
over, and I’ve got to round up those hooligans before they go completely mad. Your little shenanigans m 
ade my job harder, I'll grant you that. Ta, then.” 


Hannah uselessly kicked to try and turn Luna’s way. “H-hey! Where do you think you’re going? Get me do 
wn!” 


Luna paused - Hannah could so easily visualize her pose, forefinger tapping her chin like she was mullin 
g it over. “Hm. It’s a flattering pose. Why not hold it a while longer?” Luna then made an exaggerated kiss 
ing sound into her hand, before delicately placing the kiss on Hannah’s exposed, reddened right cheek. “ 
Be seeing you, tart.” And so she lifted her hand to depart... but not before giving a hearty farewell spank! 
SMACK! 


“GAH! Why you... you...” Hannah fumed and sputtered out, knowing damn well that Luna had already g 
one and her threats would go unheard. Growling, Hannah flailed her arms up by her head, trying to give h 
erself the purchase to slip free. How did Luna even snag the waistband so tight under Hannah's _ chin?! “ 
Ow... ow...” Hannah quietly muttered as her movements chafed her down below, as she tried to work aro 
und the fabric mercilessly deep between her labes, every move sending stars through her vision! She’d 
almost gone commando that day from lack of underwear, but paranoia had got the best of her... hurt so b 
ad... but if she could just slip free... 


Finally, she swung hard enough that her frayed fabric finally tore! In one chaotic moment, Hannah's hea 
d abruptly slipped out of her stretched shorts as they tore between her legs, causing Hannah to plummet 
to the ground and land hard on her sore butt! SPLAT! 


“Ugh...” Dazed and aching, Hannah looked up at the shredded remains of purple lycra still snagged over 
the top of the goal, gently blowing in the breeze. With a growl, she slowly pushed herself onto unsteady f 
eet, only to pause and look behind herself. “Ugh! Gross...” Hannah hadn’t realized how much of a mess 

the little pitch was! The space in front of the goal was almost all mud, into which Hannah had tumbled but 
t-first! An inch or more of mud caked each of her butt cheeks, with a perfect mold of her round posterior | 
eft behind in the muck like handprints on a walk of fame! Growling at a deeper pitch, Hannah yanked wha 


t remained of her shorts free from the goal, holding the mutilated fabric tight (but not too tight!) over her t 
hrobbing crotch. Hopefully she could sneak into the showers before the rest of the team caught up... 


Creeping back towards the main field, step after wobbly step, Hannah snuck her way back under the ble 
achers to recover her dropped phone. While there, her eyes never left Luna, as the ‘captain’ stood before 
her partially-undressed team - and a totally naked Emma - and laid out the upcoming season schedule. 
There wasn't even a fleck of mud on her shoes! As she slunk around the main field to the activity entranc 
e, consciously keeping her filth-coated backside turned away from the field, it took an immense amount 
of willpower for Hannah to swallow her rage and eventually duck (really more ‘stumble’) inside before her 
impulses to run over there won out. She considered snapping a pic of Emma, standing around all proud 
with her goods hanging out, but Hannah eventually decided to just get going before she was spotted. Let 
them gloat for now. Let them feel nice and secure that Luna will Keep her throne - it'll make it all the mor 
e satisfying when she’s knocked off! This was a tough loss, but Hannah still had plenty of plans left, and it 
was only a matter of time... 


From the detention room window, Candice sighed watching the soccer team head walking back from pra 
ctice - most of it, anyway, since it seemed like some had stayed behind. Were the uniforms always so ski 
mpy? Maybe it was just cuz she was watching from far away. Candice’d actually hoped to join the team t 
his year, her last shot at a team sport before graduation. But of course, dues had to be paid and whatnot. 
Heck, at this point, chess team would be preferable to how she was spending her afternoons, and Candi 
ce hated chess! She’d hoped that consistent good behavior would convince Waxley to shorten her seme 
ster-long detention sentence, but the principal was stubborn indeed. It was like Waxley was worried that t 
he second Candice was free from discipline, she’d be practically ripping off her clothes and running nake 
d through, say, the cafeteria, which was crazy! Like Candice would ever willingly run around naked in a pl 
ace with hundreds of people around! Now, maybe if it was really late after the bell so no one was there, s 
he was hungry, and maybe she spilled something on her shirt... and her pants... leaving her no choice b 

ut to find something else to wear... maybe grab a tray to cover herself... or two, if one couldn’t cover mor 
e than her chest... 


Like she’d woken up from a doze, Candice jolted in her seat. Where’d THAT come from? Why would she 
even think about that? Bah! Candice slapped at her own face, as if to make absolutely sure she was awa 
ke! God... she’d been having weird idle thoughts like that for a week or two... Maybe three? Sheesh, it re 
ally *had* been a long time since she’d been pranked or anything. Not that she was complaining - it’s not 
like she missed being tormented, or being forced to show off every stitch of her birthday suit to all her cl 
assmates... just a significant adjustment, is all, adjusting to... well... normalcy. And adjusting to actually 
having her clothes on at all times! She hadn’t even been called ‘bubble butt’ all semester... 


“Um... you okay?” 


“Gah!” Candice gasped and wheeled around in her seat, having forgotten she wasn’t totally alone in the 

classroom! A couple seats back sat Claire, staring up from her own desk. Per usual, she had a sketch-fill 
ed notebook open, but she wasn’t drawing in it then, instead using narrow metal tools to poke at some w 
eird little device sitting on the pages... it almost looked like some kind of robot bug? Candice jolting like s 
he did clearly drew her attention, but her expression wasn’t really that concerned, more like vaguely ente 
rtained. 


Candice blushed! “Sorry! Sorry, I... |... fell asleep...” Easier explanation than unpacking whatever was p 
utting these weird daydreams in her head! 


Slowly, Claire nodded, a small smirk across her jet-black lips. “I don’t blame you.” She nodded again, bef 
ore dropping her gaze back down to her little device. 


Even though the conversation could end, the awkwardness compelled Candice to filled the silence. She p 
ointed at the robo-surgery taking place on Claire’s desk. “New, ah... new plan for Hannah?” 


Claire glanced back up and shrugged. “Sort of? Just a... just trying to come up with new plans. We've go 
ne through a lot already.” She gestured to the mechanical bug with a resigned sigh. “Thought about upda 
ting an old project, but | dunno. Little too outdated.” As she brushed all the parts and pieces into a little b 
ag, Claire cheekily lifted a brow at Candice. “Got anything?” 


Candice raised her own brow. “Me?! What... what do you mean?” 


“Like ideas.” Claire finished stowing the scraps and smiled coyly. “For what we can do to Luna. What do y 
ou got?” 


“Um... Well, l-’ Candice paused mid-protestation, surprised for find herself actually legitimately consideri 
ng. Not, like, seriously - just for fun, of course! “Well... maybe you could, uh... um... um um um... you co 
uld... youuuuu- Oh!” Candice began gesturing at her head with frenzied fingers. “What if you... like... ma 
ke a thing that can... that can *mind control* Luna... and then make her.. make her show her butt... No! 
Her boobs! And then there’s something that,” Candice made a rectangle with her thumbs and _ forefingers 
, like, takes a picture! And then that picture goes online! And then you... you take the picture...” Candice 
waved her hands out in front of her like it was all plain as day, silently pleading for Claire to interrupt. Cl 
aire, however, watched Candice’s antics with feigned rapture, just dying to see where she went with this 
next. “And then you... you *mind control* her to show everyone... the picture...” Candice finally reestabli 
shed eye contact with Claire, and in that vulnerable moment the two just broke out laughing at the ridiculo 
usness. “It’s hard!” Candice defended through the giggles. Claire just shook her head and laughed harde 
r, the two giggling like madwomen! 


Dabbing at her eyes with the neckline of her sweater, Candice tried to compose herself. That tickled her 
way more than it should’ve! “I’m surprised...” She took a breath to clear the last of the giggles. “I’m surpri 
sed you're still after her, I'll be honest.” 


“Eh.” Claire shrugged, still smiling, idly thumbing through the open notebook. “We've still got plenty of tric 
ks left. We'll get her.” 


Candice nodded like she agreed, then hesitated a second as a thought crossed her mind. “Question.” Cla 
ire nodded, and so Candice continued, “Say you do get her back. Those drawings there... they wouldn't 
be for *me*, would they?” 


Claire’s immediate response was another cheeky smirk, then to emphatically close the notebook. “No sp 
oilers. You'll just have to wait and see.” 


“Hmph...” Little more ominous than Candice had been hoping for... Regardless, she was about to reply i 
n the same teasing tone, until she was suddenly distracted by something in the doorway. She could have 
sworn her eye caught a hint of something purple just outside the classroom. Was it real, or a trick of the 
light? Didn’t matter. All the same, Candice found herself struck wordless, a thousand scenes and scenari 
os flooding her head and saddening her with their impossibility. Every day she looked at that same spot i 
n the classroom window, and every day she disappointed herself knowing Mallory was never going to pa 
ss by. But if she only did... 


“Uh... hello?” Claire reached over and snapped her fingers to bring Candice back to reality - Candice had 
n't even realized she’d zoned out facing Claire. “You good? It... it was just a joke...” 


Candice startled to attention. “Oh | just... 1, uh... just... weird... headache... is all...” 
Claire was unconvinced, and she made it clear. “Yeah?” 


Candice sighed, so not ready for this. Candice had been grappling with this for days, and she felt beyond 
a reasonable expectation that Claire might actually help her sort out her thoughts - she’d even rehearsed 
how she’d launch into it. On the spot, however, words felt a hundred miles away. Eventually, she just ha 
d to go for it. 


“Hey... Claire...” Candice gulped. It seemed so easy in her head. “Can I... Can | ask you something?” 
The goth stowed her notebook in her courier bag and nodded. “What now?” 


Candice’s body stiffened with the horrible feeling of not being able to turn back. Still, she took in a deep 
breath, and waited a moment to think how she was going to put it. “So... okay, so... you... you're... you 


Claire nodded very slowly, very exaggerated. “...| am. Yes, that’s correct.” 


Candice stiffly reciprocated the nod. “No- | mean- yeah. You’re you... and you... Like, you like Hannah. Li 
ke... *like* Hannah.” 


Claire cocked her head and kept her expression blank. “Am | that transparent?” 


Candice was getting irrationally angry from the sarcasm, though she knew she was asking for it with her 
dumb and obvious questions. She just wasn’t sure how put what she wanted to say. “Yes, you like... “like 
“Hannah. And before, there were... other girls you *liked*?” 


That put an old name in Claire’s brain that shouldn’t be there anymore and she went totally cold. “Um... 
uh- yeah. | guess. One or two, maybe.” 


Candice nodded, beyond nervous, all out of room to be abstract. “How did you...” She trailed off, configu 
ring a better way to put it. “When did you realize you... *liked* them? And like... how did you know... you 
were someone... like that...” 


Claire’s confusion quickly unfurled. “Oh. Ohhhhh.” She finally got what Candice was dancing around. It to 
ok some time to put together a response; Claire realized she never had to reverse-engineer this side of h 
er before. “Well... | guess |... | guess | always had a sense | wasn't like the other girls. Like... the others 
would talk about all the time how they wanted to be saved by a prince, like in the stories.” She shrugged. 
“|... Lwanted to be the one saving the princess. For a while | thought it was just a phase or... something 

| needed to...” She frowned. “Not like ‘treat,’ but more like... like something | had to grow out of. But y’kn 
ow time... time goes on, and | realized that maybe...” She wobbled her head like she was reenacting a bi 
g decision. “Maybe it’s not a phase. Maybe... maybe it’s just me.” A shrug and a small smile. “And mayb 
e | like being me.” The sentiment made Candice smile back, and for a while they just sat there, before Cl 
aire frowned and shook her head. “That didn’t make sense. | mean like-“ 


“No nono no!” Candice quickly reached out. “It does, it does! It really does!” It really did. It did, and she s 
hould stop there - every fiber in her being told her so... but she was already in so deep... “Just...” Candic 
e nervously tapped her fingers across her knee and fought for the proper wording. “J-just wondering if... 
if it felt... like... weird? At first?” 


Claire cocked her head. “Weird how?” 


Candice’s eyes darted between ceiling tiles, along shelves in the corner cabinet, anywhere but Claire. “U 
m, you- you know, like... like weird, like you didn’t... didn’t expect it. Or- or, you didn’t know to expect any 
thing? Or- or maybe you didn’t think you were- or that you liked... or like you realized you never thought 

about it before and just assumed you weren’t and then all of a sudden you're not sure, or- or like- um... a 
h...” Sweat beaded along Candice’s forehead as she found herself floundering the exact way she was w 
orried she might! Still her eyes felt physically incapable of landing on Claire, yet she sensed the goth’s co 
nfusion and concern growing. “H-hey, I... um... l- can you... I- | gotta...” Candice clumsily stood out from 
her chair and loosely gestured towards the door. “You know what, forget | asked! | gotta do... can you... 

| got- | gotta go?!” It wasn’t a question, but her tone and hesitation made it seem like it was? 


Stumped as to what was happening, Claire simply frowned and nodded. “Uh, yeah... yeah, sure.” 


Smiling far too widely and well aware of it, Candice nodded and scampered for the door. “Thanks. See ya! 


“See ya.” Claire returned the wave as Candice power-walked out into the hall and out of sight. “Hmph.” C 
laire rested her chin on her palm and zoned out staring at the door, all the things she’d said to Candice sti 
Il churning around in her head, all the memories, a messy web of feelings still sticking in the reaches of h 
er mind. It’d felt like ages since she’d been to that place, and of all the people to bring her there, it was th 
e dumb bimbo blonde with her brains stuffed down her her big butt. Or, at least, someone she’d always h 
eard was a dumb bimbo blonde with a big butt... Claire’s hand slid from her chin and numbly fell onto her 
desk. Why did she think of her like that? Because of Hannah? But why did Hannah think of her like that? 
Maybe they had more history than Claire realized, maybe something happened. Honestly, Candice didn’t 
seem that bad. She didn’t seem like some shallow, vapid vanity piece either. She seemed more... comp 


licated than that. She was nice, she was pretty, she was sweet... ass for days... In fact, if she didn’t alrea 
dy give her heart to Hannah... 


Now it was Claire’s turn to jolt. Whoa. Where'd that come from? Ah, it was what Candice said; it caught C 
laire off guard and made her think of some things she hadn’t thought about in a long time, brought back 
stale emotions, sent her in a bit of a spiral. She just needed a moment to let her head clear, that’s all - as 
she sensed Candice did too. 


Then why was she still staring so intently at the spot Candice had been standing, and why did the spot fee 
| so... empty? 


Claire leaned back in her chair as strange feelings sluiced over her mind and coldly trickled down her spi 
ne. It was like her entire body was doing a thousand different calculations for a solution she already knew 
by heart but couldn’t believe. No. Candice was just a friend. Wait. Claire caught herself but swiftly soften 
ed. No, she... she was a friend, wasn’t she? Not a dork, not some dumb blonde, but... but a friend. But th 
at didn’t mean... so why was she thinking like... 


In a blur of movement, not even checking the time nor if anyone was watching, Claire leapt out of her se 
at, slung her courier bag over her shoulder, and marched out of the classroom. There was much to do, to 
o much to be entertaining wayward thoughts like those... far, far too much left to do... 


